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That Runt 


By Philip Flynn ’24 


If Jack Nelson were only a little lar- 
ger and able to put up more of a game, 
he might have made a good football play- 
er. Of course, no coach wants to put 
in a little featherweight who stands but 
five feet four. 

The regulars, like Mort Hall the cap- 
tain, Ed Hayes, and Dick Schuyler, who 
composed the veteran backfield of Fair- 
fax academy, just hated to be placed 
against Jack in a scrimmage. They 
called the game he played the “sissy” 
game, and had contemptuously nick- 
named him, ‘‘that little runt.” 

Wherever there was a scrimmage, 
nevertheless, Jack was always present, 
and always, although he played his usual 
“sissy’’ game, made a fair showing. 

Jack improved every day in his playing, 
although he could not rush or plunge 
with any effect. He practised faith- 
fully each night and made a specialty 
of dropkicking, at which he was fast be- 
coming an expert. When he discovered 
that he was a good dropkicker, Jack 
practised dropkicking more and more in 
his spare time, and was soon able to 
drop the ball over the horizontal from 
any angle on the gridiron. 

He had one very bad handicap. His 
heart was rather poor. Several special- 
-ists and doctors had examined him on 
this account and all but one had advised 
him to give up strenuous athletics and 
to take up golf or some other easy game. 
But the one doctor told him to go right 


on playing, saying that being outdoors 
during the crisp fall afternoons did him 
more good than staying in. 

Jack practised faithfully every day 
until the week before the big game with 
Hilldale Academy. There were to be 
scrimmages every night in order to give 
the coach a chance to pick out the men 
who should represent Fairfax. Jack 
played his best that week and was re- 
warded by having his name posted as sub- 
stitute quarterback. 

At last came the fateful day before 
the big game. Early the chosen mem- 
bers met and boarded the train for Hill- 
dale. They spent the day practising on 
and getting accustomed to the Hilldale 
field. 

The next afternoon Jack arrived at the 
locker room early and got into his togs. 
Soon the coach came over and gave the 
team the usual talk, and then they all 
trotted out on the field amid the cheers 
of their supporters. 

The referee signalled the two Cap- 
tains, and Mort Hall and the Hilldale 
captain tossed the coin. Mort won, 
and awarded the kickoff to Hilldale. 
The teams quickly formed in position. 

A hush fell over the spectators. Every- 
one was as solemn as an owl, expectantly 
waiting to see what the kick-off would 
bring forth. 

Quick and sharp the whistle blew and 
the Hilldale man kicked off. Dick 
Schuyler, after a short run, got under 
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the ball and caught it. After gaining 
a few yards he was brought to earth, the 
bottom of a. struggling heap, until the 
referee’s whistle blew. 

Again the ball was put into play and 
Mort Hall gained a yard or so on an 
end rush. Again Schuyler received the 
pigskin and gained three yards. Hall 
then carried it through for first down. 
By this time the Hilldale captain was 
beginning to wonder what was ailing his 
men. Themen themselves were worried. 
Their line fell away like ninepins a- 
gainst the rushes of Fairfax’s men. 
Another gain by Hayes and Hall. 
Certainly if Faixfax kept it up, it looked 
as though they would surely win. And 
Hayes and Hall worked another gain. 

Fairfax then lost the ball on downs, 
but not before they came within nine 
yards of the Hilldale goal. Hilldale 
fought it back gamely, but came a yard 
and a half short of first down, so the 
ball came into the hands of the Fairfax 
team again. Hall was given the ball 
again, but did not gain. Hilldale seem- 
ed to be bracing up. Then Fairfax lost 
the ball on downs and once more Hilldale 
received the yellow sphere. 

Again the savage work began and the 
Hilldale outfit had gained ten yards 
when the timekeeper announced the 
end of the first quarter. 

In the next quarter, which started off 
amid the wild cheering and yelling of the 
spectators, Hilldale fought gamely and 
fiercely, and held down Fairfax a little 
bit. During this quarter there was not 
much excitement. The quarter ended 
with no change in the score. 

After the interval between halves, the 
men of both teams, refreshed, played 
wonderful football, neither side seemed 
any better than the other. Both sides 
fought like demons, each trying to be 
the first to score. But when’ the time 
was up neither side had scored. 


Play began in the fourth and last 
quarter. At first it was the same as 
the third, nip and tuck. 

But Hilldale fought hard and managed 
to get the ball on Fairfax’s twenty-yard 
line. Here they lost iton downs. Dick 
Schuyler started to rush the ball when 
a serious thing for Fairfax happened. 
He had just slipped out of the arms of 
a Hilldale player and was thrown into 
the air and came down hard with a pile 
of men on top on him; as a result he sus- 
tained a broken knee-cap. 

It was a serious calamity for Fairfax. 
Here was Hilldale on their twenty-yard 
line and their quarterback injured. 
There was only one thing to do, so the 
coach called Jack Nelson over to him, 
gave him a few hurried instructions 
and sent him on to the field. 

Spirits were gloomy among the few 
Fairfax rooters. Here was “that runt” 
going in to play at such a critical time. 

But the men from Fairfax seemed 
suddenly to be imbued with a new spirit. 
Perhaps they were thinking of the crowd 
around the bulletin board back at the 
old school, and they began to play better 
ball. Steadily and brilliantly Jack pilot- 
ed the team to yard after yard gain until 
he had the ball in midfield. But time 
was flying and there were but precious 
few seconds left to play. 

Jack saw the crowd around the old 
bulletin board at the school, and the 
blood tingled within him. He would 
show them what he was made of. He 
would show them that he was not just 
a ‘sawed off runt.” 

Fairfax was on Hilldale’s thirty yard 
line with one down to go. Jack then 
dropped back and signalled for the ball 
to be passed to him. It came back 
quickly and Jack dropkicked it toward 
Hilldale’s goal. It made a _ beautiful 
arc and then dropped over between the 
points, a perfect field goal. It was a 
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long chance but Jack had the “sand”’ 
to take it and in doing it he had won for 
Fairfax. 

But what of Jack? After making the 
kick he had dropped to the ground. His 
heart had gone back on him. The strain 
had been too much for his weak consti- 
tution. 

A few hours later in the Hilldale hos- 
pital, a’ group of happy Fairfax football 
players burst into the room occupied 
by Dick Schuyler and Jack Nelson. 
They hugged and squeezed them both 
and made a lot of noise for boys of their 
age. Then one of them acting as spokes- 
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man told Jack that they had elected him 
captain for the coming year. 

Jack, sitting up in bed, was overjoyed 
at this pleasant news, but then he told 
them he would be unable to play football 
again, as it was too much strain on his 
heart; so he would resign in favor | of 
Dick Schuyler. 

Before. they went, however, he said 
to them. “I want you to remember 
this wise little proverb from the pen of 
Martin Farquhar Tupper, that great 
old English poet and philosopher, ‘A 
wise man scorneth nothing, be it ever 
so small or homely.’ ”’ 


A Good Prophecy 
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—John L. Fitzpatrick ’23 
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Tracy Island 
By H. E. Whiting ’22 
CHAPTER II. 


Passage through a jungle in broad 
daylight, with a tropical sun filtering 
in spasms through its thick roofing, 
occasionally permitting one to see his 
way to some extent, is difficult enough; 
but compare this to a crawl through a 
second-growth jungle in pitch darkness, 
with rain coming down in frantic bursts, 
and foes in the shape of insects and 
smaller reptiles and humans all round 
you,—well, there you have Zeke. It 
took him an hour to reach the shore, 
just a few hundred yards away. He 
was scarcely able to make out the form 
of the Miranda. For a moment he hes- 
itated to trust himself into that black 
water. Then, considering what was at 
stake, he waded in carefully and swam 
as noiselessly as possible toward the 
Miranda’s stern. His brisk overhand 
tumbled the water into phosphorescent 
streaks. He was just pulling himself 
up when something slimy gripped his 
foot. Zeke kicked it off with an effort. 
He knew what it was, and he shuddered 
as he thought of what might have hap- 
pened had the devil-fish been a larger 
one, or if it had seized him more firmly. 

To his dismay, he found the anchor 
rope would have to be cut away, for his 
enemy seemed to have taken a liking to 
it. To make up for this, however, he 
also found that there was a perfect breeze 
for sailing. The fury of the storm had 
abated, and the rain now fell in gentle 
cadences. As the Miranda shook the 
water of the bar from her keel, Zeke had 
an inspiration. Could he prevent Soule 
and his crowd from escaping if they were 
forced to it? Their boat, Mr. Bosworth 
had said, was on the north side. It 
would be a master stroke to send it drift- 
ing. Besides, it wouldn’t be necessary 


to go out of his way. Rounding a great 
shoulder of land, he came upon the sloop 
before he knew it, and just avoided a 
smash. As he worked over to the an- 
chor rope, a suspicion began to root 
itselfin his mind. So far as he knew, his 
uncle’s ‘Scudder’? was the only white 
sloop in those waters. Well, he could 
see in a moment. Rounding the stern he 
passed his fingers over its raised lettering. 

SCUDDER. A _ thousand thoughts 
whirled around in Zeke’s mind. Pre- 
dominant was this: What was his uncle’s 
boat doing there? Had it been stolen? 
He prayed that it had. Or was his un- 
cle—? Impossible. But Zeke consid- 
ered again. If it had been stolen, what 
better could he do than return to Bain- 
jahra with it? If he had someone to 
help him run her! He boosted himself 
over the rail and crept forward. From 
the cabin were floating sonorous rumb- 
lings. Butit was not the snoring that 
interested Zeke. It was the —origin- 
ator. After one look at the form lying 
peacefully in a bunk, he gave a yell of 
delight and hurled himself upon it. 

The sleeper awoke, and after his 
first spasm of terror exclaimed: 

“Lawdy sakes, Massah Zeke! Yo’-all 
done frightened de life out ub me. Ah 
‘uz afeard dat some ob dem omnibuses 
was twinin’ dare lubin ahms ‘roun’ ma 
neck.” 

“Octopuses, you mean, Washington. 
What on earth are you doing here? 
Where’s my uncle? Did he leave you 
to watch the boat? You’d never know 
you came from ‘ole Virginny’ from the 
way you’re doing it.” 

“Wall, ’'uz sum’ut petah’d out, and 
ah didn’s s’pose ah’d have callahs, no 
siree. Yo’ uncle has went wif dat Soule 
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cuss, and dat other po’ cullud trash from 
Bainjahra. Yo uncle seemed worrid, too, 
chile. Don’ lak dat Soule. Yo’ see, 
yo’ uncle has bin out o’ luck, frantically”’ 

“Financially, you mean, Washington,’’ 
interrupted Zeke with a chuckle. 

“Yassah, finanshully. An’ dis Soule 
gent chahted de Scudder, and give ’im 
enuff fo’ it to sink de ship, providin dat 
he keep’s moaf shut ’bout what he saw. 
De lucer wuz too much for yo’ uncle, Ah 
“reckons.” 

“Well, Washington, I’m relieved a 
whole lot. As long as uncle didn’t know 
what they intended doing he can be for- 
given. I hope—what’s that? Someone 
calling?’’ 

Zeke rushed onto the deck, followed 
by the darkie. On the shore he could 
hear his uncle’s voice. 

“Ahoy! the Scudder! Ahoy! Wash- 
ington, you black rascal, wake, up!’’ 

It was Zeke who answered. 

“Uncle! Uncle! This is Zeke. 
and I'll come for you.” 

A few minutes later Zeke and his un- 
cle were talking excitedly, with an in- 
terested listener in Washington, whose 
eyes seemed ready to pop out. 

“You say you left the shack about ten? 
Well, almost a half an hour later, Soule 
yelled to the fellow in the cabin. Unless 
he signed over the concessions by dawn, 
he said he would start that great rock 
from the top of the hill and roll it down 
onto the cabin and get the concessions 
anyway. Said hecould forge Bosworth’s 
name to them. And Bosworth told bim 
that he might roll every rock in creation 
down on him before he would give up the 


Wait 


papers. I tell you, I was sick of the 
whole business. Wished I’d never gone 
into it. But I needed the money badly. 


When I think that it was vou that they 
shot at!. I didn’t mind shooting at the 
cabin. Soule was a fool not to see that 
he was doing no harm at all. So I took 
French leave my watch tonight. But 


how are we going to help Bosworth? 
I know that Soule will not hesitate at 
anything, so long as he gets those papers. 
He thinks that Bosworth will lose his 
nerve and run out of the cabin when he 
sees the rock starting his way, and will 
then sign ’em over or be shot down with- 
out compunction. So, Soule will stand 
nearby, ready to cover him.” 

Zeke made up his mind instantly. 
The Scudder’s position was such that it 
was doubtful whether they could make 
the clearing from the north side of the 
island in time to prevent Soule from 
carrying out his plans. They must make 
it from the bay side. 

“Quick, into the Miranda with you, 
Uncle. Got a rifle? Allright. Wash- 
ington, bring out those pistols I saw on 
the table. That’s right. Now get a- 
board’ -Vilscast-off<’ 

In a few minutes the Miranda was 
once more nosing her way into the bay. 
Rather than risk the octopus again, Zeke 
determined to ground her. They slid 
gently onto the sand bar and remained 
there. Leaping out, the three waded 
ashore, and entered the thicket, Zeke 
leading. The sky was already light 
when they commenced to march. When 
they reached the summit, the first warm 
rays of a rising sun shone over the hill. 
As quickly as they could they hurried 
down. Suddenly Zeke stopped. He 
had been looking across the valley. 

‘“‘Look!”’ he cried. 

Straight across the 
humped a little. On 
hump rested a huge rock, seemingly 
ready to topple over with a breath. 
Beside it, a native worked with a lever. 
Below it, in the valley, lay the cabin. 
Out of range from the cabin, stood Soule, 
rifle in hand. Speechless, they saw him 
raise his hand. Then they heard him 
speak. 

“Your last chance, Bosworth! When 
I lower my hand, everything’s over as 


valley, the hill 
the top of this 
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far as you’re concerned. Give me the 
papers. I'll let you off. No answer? 
Here goes, then!” 

His tones floated clearly up the valley, 
and before the echoes had died away, 
they saw him lower his hand; they saw 
the native strain at his crowbar, they 
saw the great mass start from its bed, 
they saw it pause, and then, with a 
crash, they saw it tear down, gaining 
speed at every mad revolution, leaving 
a ruined trail behind it. Zeke turned 
away, and cavered his face. In the 
short time he had known Bosworth. he 
had grown to like him, to respect him, 
and to admire him. But Fate had not 
yet cast its Jast dice. A yell from 
Washington compelled Zeke to look 
once more. 

“Tawdy sakes! look at dat, Massah 
Zeke!’ 

Halfway down the mountain side the 
boulder struck a deeply imbedded rock; 
and it split into two roaring masses, 
both of which swerved from their ori- 
ginal course. One, deviating more and 
more, was brought to a standstill in a 
tongue of heavy growth. The other, 
however, with the roar of a frenzied bull, 
leaped straight at Soule. In a second 
it was upon him, had struck and crushed 
him like an ant, and was gone. 

For some moments after the catas- 
trophe no one moved. Washington 
was down on his knees, awed by this 
demonstration of the Almighty. Zeke’s 
uncle was sweating and swearing pro- 
fusely. At last Zeke got control of his 
feelings, and with a cry of relief, sped 
like lightning toward the cabin.. The 
door was still bolted. 

“Mr. Bosworth”” he called. 

No answer. 

He hurried to the window and looked 
in. His friend was lying in a heap at 
the foot of the bamboo ladder. With 
his uncle’s help, Zeke managed to force 
thedoor. They soon were able to re- 


vive him, with the help of a little water. 

“You're all right now, Mr. Bosworth,” 
assured Zeke. ‘‘How’d you get hurt?” 

‘“‘Zeke Hopkins? Why are you here? 
I thought—, I thought—.”’ 

Matters were soon explained to him. 
He shuddered at the mention of Soule’s 
death. Then he told them about his 
surprise at Zeke’s last name. 

“You see,” he said, “I knew that 
Hopkins was the name of Soule’s com- 
panion, and when I found out that Zeke’s 
last name was Hopkins, I didn’t know 
how he’d feel about going for help against 
his uncle. 

“How'd I get hurt? Well, when 
Soule had his hand up to give the signal, 
I felt as if I were going too far with my 
determination, so I started to leave my 
perch to get down and surrender. But 
my heel caught and I fell.” 

They buried Soule’s remains where 
disaster had overtaken him. As the 
Miranda was too small to hold the whole 
party, and Mr. Bosworth’s dunnage, 
they concluded to send Washington 
and Zeke with the luggage by boat to 
the Scudder. 

In a remarkably short time the sloop 
was leaving Tracy Island far behind, 
her bowsprit pointing steadily to the 
north. The Miranda was _ following 
obediently behind, held by a_ strong 
rope. Presently delicious odors stole 
out of the tiny galley and Washington’s 
voice was heard singing ‘“‘Dixie Land.” 

“TI do wish I could go back to the 
States,’ remarked Zeke to Mr. Bosworth. 
“But you see, Father’s vice consul at 
Bainjahra, and with his salary, he can’t 
afford to send me there. .The only thing 
here that seems homelike is the ocean 
and the Miranda.” 

Mr. Bosworth thought for a moment. 

‘You mean you want to go back there 
to live? 

“Oh, no,” Zeke replied, “I want just 
to get'a college education there. I 
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never could leave Bainjahra for long. 
Besides, I hear that there is another 
American family coming to live there. 
Excuse me, I hear Washington calling 
mé,”’ 

“Just a minute, Zeke. I think we 
can arrange that all right. You know, 
I’m getting very fond of you, and in a 
few years I’ll need a partner at Tracy. 
Now suppose I should send you to col- 
lege, as a business proposition. Do you 
think you would then like to come into 


partnership with me? I have absolute 
confidence in you; your actions on Tracy 
gave me that. What do you say?” 

Zeke started to answer, but Washing- 
ton’s voice interupted him. 

“Dinnah am ready.”’ 

Zeke smiled. ‘Frankly, Mr. Bos- 
worth, I can’t thank you enough, but 
well, I’m too hungry to talk business. 
I haven’t had time or opportunity to 
eat for ages. You see, I was too inter- 
ested in Tracy Island.” 


GEORGE WAKSTEIN 


On Tuesday, October 1, George Wak- 
stein of Class A IV, though not feeling 
well, came faithfully to school as usual. 
Almost before the regular school day 
had begun he was stricken and died 
before reaching the hospital of hemorr- 


hage of the brain. 


George Wakstein was a quiet, serious 
boy, ever faithful in the performance of 
his tasks. His classmates, much shocked 
at his sudden death, have sent a letter of 


sympathy to his 
planning to present to them a memorial 
in the form of an enlarged photograph 
suitably framed. 


parents, 


and are 
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Editorial 


Some three hundred years ago, a 
diminutive band of grateful souls, al- 
though separated by the depths of seas 
from friends, from homes, and from 
England, still dear in that memory 
which forgets the painful things, resolved 
to set aside a day of thanksgiving; 
thanksgiving for the mercies which had 
sustained them in a wild primitive land 
against wilder, more primitive neigh- 
bors; thanksgiving for the prosperity of 
the crops; thanksgiving for a boundless 
faith in a Creator who had shown the 
way. 

Thanksgiving in its modern garb 
would seem oddly out of place then. It 
would be strange to imagine a football 
game in progress in the morning, with, 
perhaps, a Miss Priscilla Mullen ap- 
plauding as John intercepted a forward 
pass. Yet a football game is quite the 
thing for the morning of Thanksgiving 
Day now: it is a red-blooded, American 
way of starting the day well. But the 


dinner! It seems impossible that our 
Pilgrim ancestors sat down to table 
with the intention of eating all that they 
could! Yet we are not satisfied unless 
we accomplish this very feat—Under- 
stand, though, that we are not condemn- 
ing this. A little overeating, once a 
year, is comparatively harmless. 

It is, however, our earnest belief that 
in not every respect is Thanksgiving 
being observed as it was intended to 
be. Let us find some time during the 
day, we of Latin School, to reflect upon 
the opportunities offered us that were 
not the portion of the Pilgrim youth. 
Let us be thankful that we can be 
thankful for more things than enough to 
eat and a rough log cabinfor protection. 
Let us resolve to do our work with less 
grumbling and more appreciation. Let 
us have, for a guiding beacon, not only 
our own self-advancement, but that of 
our School, our Country, and our 
Creator! 
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“Perin! 
By Edward C. Marget, ’23. 


Twilight was gradually falling, late 
one October afternoon in the year 1917, 
over the town of Tashba on the Russian 
border. A sharp, dry west wind swept 
along the ground and carried the loose 
snow along with it in great clouds. The 
main street of the town was deserted, 
save for a single individual, who in the 
gathering darkness could hardly be seen. 
As he approached, a young man heavily 
clothed in a long black coat of broad- 
cloth with an upturned collar, which 
concealed his features, and a high conical 
hat of Persian lamb could be discerned. 
The young man had a mysterious air 
about him as he walked briskly up the 
street. He stopped before a tiny gro- 
cery store, which had behind its dirty 
window pane a chaotic display of garlic, 
peppers, and onions in particular and a 
showing of everything else in general. 
He was about to enter the tiny, malo- 
dorous place when a notice written in 
blazing green attracted his attention. 
It was posted on the window of the store, 
and by the flickering light of a street 
lamp he read the following :— 


oot 1GE TO THE INHABITANTS 
OF TASHBA! 


The Duke Tamevitch was yesterday 
assassinated at the f€te in hishonor. A 
reward of 10,000 rubles is offered for 
the capture of the assassin by Prince 
Tamevitch. Be alert! 

T. Bolvesch 


Captain of ihe Cossacks. 


A grim smile came and went upon the 
‘ face of the reader. Then with an air 
of unconcern he entered the store. 
The shop was a small, filthy place, 
perhaps ten feet square. One would 
have said that it was filth typified, if he 


had not taken ‘notice of a massive black 
desk in an obscure corner of the little 
store, to which the visitor now turned 
his glance. A trim, spare little man, 
with a skull cap on his head, was seated 
before it on a high stool, calculating long 
neat columns of figures. About the 
desk the flocr was immaculate, and the 
papers upon the desk were carefully 
stacked. 


At the sound of the stranger’s entrance 
the proprietor turned about on his stool, 
and for a fraction of a second a light came 
into the eyes of the elderly storekeeper 
and his patron’s which might have been 
recognition. It was extinguished at 
once, however, and an ingratiating smile 
replaced it on the shopkeeper’s face. 
‘“‘Ah,”’ said he, “will you have the garlic 
and the salt?’’ A cloud came over the 
stranger’s face as he answered, ‘‘No, I 
have been depressed, give me red wine.”’ 
“Then you must go fetch it in the cel- 
lar,’ said the proprietor, and he hobbled 
across the shop to his desk, the young 
man following. For a moment his eyes 
turned toward the windows, and then, 
winking his eye to his visitor, he slid 
noiselessly open a panel in the lower 
part of his extraordinary large black desk. 
A narrow stairway, dimly lighted by a 
wall-bracket oil lamp was brought to 
view. 


The stranger made a sign of respect 
to the old man, and dropping down on 
all fours, proceeded in a manner that 
showed he knew the passage-way per- 
fectly through the low entrance and 
down the narrow flight of stairs. 


The old storekeeper silently closed 
his secret panel, and reseating himself 
upon the high stool, smiled as he felt the 
faint vibrations shaking hisdesk. Many 
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minutes went by unheeded before he 
resumed his long, neat columns of 
figures. 

Without much difficulty the apparent 
stranger made his way down the narrow 
and winding stairway. At the bottom 
he came toa damp, almost putrid cellar, 
low studded, and illuminated only by 
the flickering flame of a candle in a hol- 
der in the wall. Without hesitating he 
called in a loud but mellow voice, ‘‘Give 
me the red wine.’ For answer a pon- 
derous door, cleverly concealed in the 
wall, swung open to him. He entered 
the hidden chamber and the door closed. 

Eleven grizzly men, most of them in 
the early thirties, were seated at a bare 
wooden table. Some of their faces were 
strong and swarthy, browned by the 
sun; others were pale and haggard, 
drawn with toil and poverty. All their 
hands were swart and knotty with toil 
just as their fathers’ and grandfathers’ 
before them had been. 

When he entered, they were engrossed 
in subdued but excited conversation. 
As he came into the room, a new light 
shone in their eyes. One of the men 
whose face was white and drawn, who 
unlike most of the others was not a peas- 
ant, used to the trying circumstances 
under which he was living, arose, and 
extending his hand to the visitor said :— 
‘“‘Welcome, you are worthy of the name 
‘brother.’ You, who overthrow the 
oppressor, are worthy of the New Free- 
dom. Welcome, assassin of the Duke 
Tamevitch. Salmevitz!’’ 

Salmevitz bowed before the assembly 
and answered :— “‘You flatter yourselves, 
comrades. You do not realize the enor- 
mity of your task and the smallness of 


my deed. It is not for praise that I have 
come to you, brothers. It is to bid you 
farewell.” 


‘Farewell!’ the men, every one, were 
on their feet. 
“It is not that I desert, comrades. 
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It is that I am driven away. Within 
the hour this place will be searched by a 
detachment of Cossacks.”’ 

“But on the very eve of the great 
event! You are the great mind of it 
alle. . 

“Nevertheless, if I do not leave Rus- 
sia at once I shall have been done away 
with at their hands.” 

“But this cannot—”’ 

“Silence! Listen!’’ Surely enough, 
from the little store above came the 
sounds of the booming voice of the Cos- 
sack Captain demanding Salmevitz, 
and the frightened, cracked answer of 
the storekeeper. 

The faces of the men, save Salmevitz’s 
alone, were livid. ‘Comrades, carry 
on, carry out your plans tonight. As 
for me, I shall leave at once for Austria, 
and return, to work in the New Freedom. 
Farewell, my brothers of freedom!” he 
cried; and the eleven men, as he disap- 
peared through a door in the back of the 
room, shouted back their hoarse but 
hearty good will. 

In the dimly illuminated council 
chamber of the late Duke Tamevitch’s 
palace two men were seated at a small 
round table. One was a young man of 
superb bearing, who wore a henna-colored 
uniform resplendent with gold braid and 
decorations. He was Prince Tamevitch, 
son of the assassinated Duke. The other 
was a man in peasant garb, His features, 
however, bore the marks of refinement. 
His teeth were pearly white and regular, 
his nose angular and sharp, his eyes, 
tired from sleepless nights, animated. 
He was Prince Perin, come with a re- 
port of what he had learned among the 
serfs on the duke’s estates. 

Prince Tamevitch leaned forward. 
“Well?” he demanded. ‘Not well,’ 
was the reply. ‘Tonight they arise in 
revolt. The man who planned*this is a 
genius. He, I learned, is the man that 
killed your father. You have no alter- 
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native to leaving Russia. You cannot 
defend yourself. You have no forces 
now.” Abruptly Prince Tamevitch 
came to his feet. and for several mom- 
ents he paced the room. At length he 
came andstood before Perin, his face set. 
“Good Lord,”’ he said, “‘if I could lay my 
hands on the man who has done all this 
I would willingly forfeit my life.’ ‘You 
cannot,’ Perin answered, “even appear 
in the streets without peril. You have 
no means of finding him but one. If 
the company of Cossacks who have re- 
mained faithful locate the villain, your 
work will be done for you. If not, you 
can do no good anyway.” 
“And as for you, Perin?”’ 

“T shall not go with you.” 

‘“Perin!”” 

“Here, be fast. 
for yours and go.” 
“T will not!’ 

“My dear Prince, I am not suspected 
among these people. I shall remain to 
do your revenge.” 

“T, too, shall stay.” 

“With you I shall be known. 
there is a chance.” 

“Contrary to the dictates of my cons- 


cience, I consent.”’ 
* K * oS 


Take my clothing 


Alone, 


At one o’clock on the morning of Feb- 
ruary seventeen a sleigh was skimming 
over the glistening snow toward the 
Austrian border. The driver was an 
old peasant, and the passengers were 
two young men. The clothing of the 
two was almost identical: they might 
have seemed brothers even to a close 
observer. Yet they apparently did not 
know each other and had no desire to 
become acquainted. Palvo, the wrink- 
led old peasant driver, his eves fixed on 
the road before him, smiled sardonically 
as he thought of the two mysterious 
passengers, and considered that he would 
have the chance of getting many such 
jobs in the future; for Palvo, you know, 
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made his livelihood from the smuggling 
trade: men or goods. ° 

Under the starry sky the sleigh 
whisked along, all silent save for the 
horses. At length one of the passen- 
gers asked, ‘Where do you keep your 
passport?’ When the other answered, 
“Where you do?” the two laughed up- 
roariously, and, first placing their hands 
in a hearty handelasp, each brought out 
a revolver of the latest type which flashed 
in the moonlight. 

All at once Palvo, stopping his horses, 
turned about on his seat and said, ‘‘You 
will have need of them tonight, my 
friends.’”’ The two young men started. 
“T have keen ears,” he said.  ‘‘They’re 
old, and they’re experienced. There 
is a horse following us, and he’s going 
faster than we ever could hope to. You 
can do nothing but give him battle.’’ 

““Go ahead, Palvo, make as fast a pace 
as possible.”’ 

“Yes, Palvo, we are ready to fight,” 
said the other, and again the horses’ 
hoofs struck fire from the icy road. 

For a time they rode along without 
disturbance. At length, in a curve“of 
the narrow road Palvo said, ‘‘Look back.” 
Around the curve nothing could be seen, 
but mingled with the sound from their 
own horses the patter of a horse’s hoofs 
could be heard. 

The passengers continued watching 
anxiously, and around the curve a single 
horseman appeared flourishing a saber, 
from which the moon sent off dazzling 
flashes, over his head. Above the rat- 
tling of the ancient vehicle and the noise 
from the horses’ hoofs a hoarse voice 
cried, ‘Stop!’ “‘A revenue officer, I 
know him!” Palvo cried, and gave his 
superb horses the whip. Then in the 
darkness of the night a revolver belched 
out and a piece of lead buried itself in the 
body of the sleigh. 

Palvo, without taking his eyes from 
the road said, ‘‘Return it.’’ One of the 
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passengers took careful aim, and sim- 
ultaneously with the report of his re- 
volver the saber flew out of the pursuing 
horseman’s hand, broken. 


“His horse! his horse! bring down his 
horse!’ Palvo cried, frantic with anxie- 
ty. The other passenger prepared to 
fire. A second shot barked from the 
hand of the pursuing horseman, and 
without a chance to shoot he dropped 
his gun as he felt an acute pain in his 
arm, and a dizziness about his eyes. 

“Empty your gun on him,’’ Palvo 
suggested to the unwounded passenger. 
He, the passenger, raised his gun, and 
sent five shots toward the pursuer. His 
aim was wretched, his hand trembling 
with emotion. 


“What shall I do?” the unsuccessful 
marksman cried. 
“With the wounded one?” asked Palvo 


coldly. 

“Well, yes, that’s right, with the 
wounded one.” 

“You can’t attend to him under these 
circumstances. Better you and he hide 
in the woods that run along the road. 
Attend to him there. I, meanwhile, will 
lead this fellow off, put him out of the 
way, and return for you two.” 

‘“‘Agreed,’’ said the passenger. 

He leaped from the vehicle, his friend 
on his back, and Palvo gave his horses 
the whip. Palvo, after a few minutes’ 
riding, looked back, but he saw no horse- 
man pursuing. 

In the scant underbrush of some woods 
that lay along the road the yet unidenti- 
fied passenger laid down his unidentified 
ally on the crusted snow.. He staunched 
the flow of blood, and, chafing the fel- 
low’s hands tried to restore his conscious- 
ness.. As soon as he touched them, he 
was struck by their soft whiteness; 
but, as he continued, a rough red 
mark appeared on hisown. In the dark- 
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ness of the night he bent over one of the 
hands so that his lips almost touched it, 
and on one of its soft fingers was a 
heavy ring, on which the coat of arms 
of the Duke Tamevitch was imprinted. 
Salmevitz suppressed a gasp of surprise, 
and stopped working over the Prince’s 
hand. 


The Prince recovered just then, and 
he murmured his thanks weakly to 
Salmevitz. Salmevitz turned his face 
away, his eyes glistening, and in the 
distance he saw the black sky of night 
flare up in conflagration. It was the 
palace of the late Duke Tamevitch. 
“Successful!” he murmured reverently, 
and fell into a revery, looking up at the 
stars. 

He was recalled by the voice of Tame- 
vitch. ‘‘Perin!’’ it cried. The erst- 
while lone horseman paused, dagger in 
hand, considering. Then he made a 
second lunge at Salmevitz. 


“Perin! hold on!’ Tamevitz shrieked. 
Perin again refrained. 


“He saved my life,’’ Tamevitch said. 

‘“‘He murdered your father.” 

The Prince’s countenance, already pale 
from loss of blood, became a shade more 
pallid, and his teeth made his lips bleed. 

“That I should save his life is merely 
reciprocal,’’ he said. | 

The situation became ludicrous. 
Perin and Tamevitch waxed hot in ar- 
gument while Salmevitz, the principal 
in it all, slipped away at the breathless 
summons of Palvo. 

The argument almost done, Perin 
concluded that Salmevitz must die. 
He turned upon him, revolver in hand, 
to. find himself confronted by Salmevitz 
surrounded by a half a dozen men, among 
them Palvo and the spokesman of the 
underground council. ‘“These men,” he 
said, “‘say you are at liberty, my Prince. 
Merely reciprocal.” 
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The cornerstone of the new Latin 
School building on Louis Pasteur Ave- 
nue, was laid a short time ago. 

Practically no notice was taken of 
the School. At such an important 
occasion, we should at least have been 
dismissed to witness the ceremony. 
Mr. Campbell was present. Don’t for- 
get us at the dedication, school-com- 
mittee! 


* * * * 


Arthur C. C. Hill, prominent school 
officer of last year has entered Dart- 
mouth. 


* * * * 


For the first time, realization has come 
to many of the graduating class that the 
time is not far distant when they will 
leave the old school and seek a higher 
education without the encouragement of 
familiar faces. The election of class 
officers on Friday, October 21, was the 
first occasion. McDermott was elected 
President of the class of ’22, Henry, vice- 
president and Olitsky was chosen as Sec- 
retary. The class committee will con- 
sist of Sartoris, Lash, Kolodny, and 
Watson. 
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Roger Doherty, captain of last year’s 


team, is playing with the Harvard 

Freshmen as fullback. We expect soon 

to see Roger playing on the Varsity team. 
* * * * 

Kenneth Hill, President of the Class 
of ’21, and prominent in school athletics 
at this school, has entered Dartmouth 
and is engaging in athletics there. 

* * * * 

We note with pleasure that Josiah T. 
Phinney ’18, was recently awarded a 
scholarship at Yale. Phinney since his 
matriculation at Yale has been on that 
college’s honor roll. 

* * * * 

We were dismayed at Mr. Camp- 
bell’s announcement in the Assembly 
Hall that for the remainder of the year 
one-half of the Assembly Hall will be 
used as a study room. Room 21 is no 
longer available as such, since the 
fourth class has become so large that it 
must use it as a home-room. 

How large the school has become! 
Yet, when its present home was erected, 
many good people went about shaking 
their heads, and declaring that it was 
far too large. 
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The call for Register subscriptions 
has been heartily and most satisfactorily 
answered, thanks to the splendid co- 
operation everywhere. The first thous- 
and of the October issue was snapped up 
immediately, and as this number goes to 
press, we are still trying to have a greater 
number printed. 

* * * * 

Though the Register does not print 
comments on the various school journals 
sent in, it does, nevertheless, have a 
very extensive exchange. 

* * * * 

In the midst of the discouragement 
caused by Mr. O’Brien’s accident, one, 
trained in the sport of sports, came to 
us. He is Mr. Mullen, left half back 
on Boston College’s last year Varsity 
squad, which won its every game. Mr. 
Mullen came just in time to see our team 
virtually massacred at Brockton. With- 
in a week, he had put the team through 
such strenuous practice, and had de- 
veloped such ingenious tactics and team- 
work that the team was able to defeat 
Mechanic Arts High School, 33 to 0. 

Mr. Mullen is a fine coach, and has 
splendidly filled the gap caused by the 
injury of our coach. Mr. Mullen has a 
live interest in the team and is very 
popular among the squad members. 

Welcome back, Mr. O’Brien! may the 
team, under the guidance of Mr. Mullen 
and Captain McDermott prove the 
value of your coaching. May the team 
complete the season with a blaze of glory. 

* * * * 

Major Penny has announced that a 
Rifle team is to be organized soon. 
He will pick its members as the result 
of their primary matches at the Armory. 
All selections will be in order of merit, 
and every boy will be given an oppor- 
tunity to show his work. 

* * * * 

On Friday, September 23, 1921, the 

first meeting of the Latin School chess 


Ads Nes © HH OvOpiie Ky ie al ominonty 


club was held. A group of boys as- 
sembled in Room 5, eager to enroll as 
members. In looking over these boys, 
the most noteworthy fact is that the 
number that made their appearance this 
year was not quite so large as that of 
the previous year, and of these the 
greater part consisted of boys who had 
been members last year. This, I be- 
lieve, only goes to show that there must 
be something very interesting in it. 

During the previous year the chess 
club) met with boundless — success. 
Through the aid of Andrews, matches 
were obtained with the freshman teams 
of the Institute of Technology, Harvard, 
Tufts, and English High School. Of 
these the last was our most serious 
opponent. We lost two matches to 
our sister school. Of the others, Tech- 
nology lost to us by the score of 5% -2 2 
We tied with the Harvard Freshmen 
by the score of 4-4, but this was due to 
the fact that there were two varsity 
players on the team. We defeated the 
Tufts Freshmen by the score of 7-1. 

Almost all of our best players 
have returned to the club this year. 
Only A. Levy ’21, Captain of last year’s 
team, was missing, he having graduated. 
The officers of the club had been elected 
at the end of the previous year so that 
we might settle right down to business. 
They are E. M. Bailen ’22, President; 
B. Bank ’23, Vice-President and Treas- 
urer; and Morrison ’22, Secretary. 

At our third meeting Andrews helped 
us make a list for a tournament between 
the different members for places on the 
team so that everyone in the club has 
an opportunity to be on the Latin 
School chess team. The list is posted 
on the bulletin board. 

Therefore, with all this good material 
within the club, all we need is the backing 
of the school, and with these two together 
we should certainly have a very success- 
ful year. E. M.Bailen, ’22 
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Football 


E. Burke, Sporting Editor 


FOOTBALL 

A’great calamity befell the team on the 
27th of September, when Mr. O’Brien 
sustained a broken bone in his ankle 
while demonstrating to the backfield 
how to reverse its field. 

Mr. O’Brien was just getting the 
team into shape when this unfortunate 
accident occurred. The team was 
forced, accordingly to go against Groton 
School without any coach. The team 
was demoralized and could not seem to 
get together, a thing that would never 
happen if Coach O’Brien were on the 
bench. 

Groton was victorious 28 to 0. For 
the most part Latin School was playing 
defensive football, and it was not 
until the latter half of the game that 
Groton’s heavy backs were checked. 
At times the team went fine and regis- 
tered several first downs. The Latin 
’ School backfield had no chance to get 
going because of the poor playing of its 
forwards, who seemed to lack the neces- 
sary charge and fight. 


Groton School had many large players 
who worked in almost mid-season form, 
having already played and defeated our 
ancient rival, English High, 3 to 0. 

The work of Mahoney and Harris, 
getting down under the kicks, and of 
Captain McDermott, Henry, Crosby, 
and Nordberg in the backfield was en- 
couraging. Nordberg kicked many long 
spirals at least forty yards and made 
some fine tackles. 


Morse was the best ground gainer 
for Groton 


BROCKTON 56 LATIN 0 

On the 7th of October Latin School 
journeyed to Brockton and played, at 
the fair, the fine high school team of 
that city, which has not been defeated 
this year. 

Mr. Mullen, who for the past two 
years played a tackle position on the 
brilliant Boston College eleven, was 
chosen to coach the team until Mr. 
O’Brien should resume command. Mr. 
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Mullen having been only one night with 
the team, knew but little about the 
ability of any of the players, and this 
game, which one could hardly hope to 
win, gave him a wonderful opportunity 
to judge the squad. Almost everyone 
on the squad was given a trial in the 
game, which was hopelessly lost, 56 
to 0. 

Only in the last period did the team 
show any “‘pep.” In this period, as in 
the first, a few first downs were made 
by forward passes and straight rushes. 
During most of the game the Brockton 
boys ran wild and tallied almost at will. 


LATIN 33 MECHANIC ARTS 0 

On account of the poor showing of 
the team at Brockton, Mr. Mullen con- 
sidered that it was best to change the 
style of play, which Mr. O’Brien had 
taught, to that which he had learned in 
his experience at Boston College. With 
but three days practice of these new 
plays, the team met the Mechanic 
Arts eleven on Columbus Day, at Fen- 
way Park. It was a great credit to 
Mr. Mullen to see the manner in which 
the team played. It completely swept 
the Mechanics players off their feet, 
the latter making but four first downs. 

Nordberg and Crosby ran through 
their opponents at will, the former mak- 
ing a fifty-yard run for a touchdown. 
Henry, because of a bad knee, was 
removed early in the game and Brine 
who relieved him played splendidly, as 
did Watson also. Captain McDermott, 
calling the signals in his usual snappy 
way, made the team work the best it 
has thus far this season. He picked his 
plays well, and, in particular, his judg- 
ment in using the overhead game was 
fine. Nordberg threw several fine 
passes to Harris and McDermott which 
netted many yards. One ofthe sensa- 
tional plays was a forward pass from 
Nordberg to Harris, who, after catching 


the ball on the forty-yard line outran 
all his opponents and _ registered a 
touchdown. Nordberg kicked the goals 
after the touchdowns. Sughrue also 
played well in the line. 

For Mechanic Arts, Carney and Sulli- 
van played well. Frequent penalties 
spoiled several chances to score. 

The summary— 


LATIN MECHANIC ARTS 
Harris, le re, Michen 
Sughrue, It rt, (Caddigan) Sullivan 


rg, Anderson 
c, Munnich 


Holleran, (Sliney), lg 
Finnegan, (Burke), c 
Rigbee, (Guild, O’Leary), rg 

lg, Winstanley 
Collins, (French, Norton), rt, It Koher 
Mahoney, (Hund), re le, Galvin 


McDermott, gb 
qb, (Erickson), Winslow 
Henry, (Brine, Watson), lhb 
rhb, Carney 


Crosby, rhb lhb, (Murphy), Sullivan 
Nordberg, fb fb, (Gleason), O’Brien 
Score: Latin 30, M. A. 0. Touche 


downs: Crosby, Henry, Harris, Nord- 
berg, Watson. Goals from touchdowns: 
Nordberg, 3 


BrGaHies B. Lsonu 

A game with Boston College High 
School was arranged to take place on 
October 20th, the date which had 
previously been announced as open. 
The contest was to be waged at Braves 
Field, but asevere rain storm caused it 
to be postponed until the following 
day, and it was then played at Univers- 
ity Heights. A large crowd attended 
the game. 

The Latin School team did not do 
justice to the coaching of Mr. Mullen. 
Our poor charging line, both on the 
offensive and defensive gave Boston 
College a decided advantage. Although 
the line was outweighed by the private 
school boys, nevertheless they failed 
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to show the “punch” that was expected 
from tackle to tackle. 

Our backfield had little or no chance 
to get started and were tackled behind 
the line many times by B. C. H. line- 
men 

It was not until the final qurter that 
the team woke up sufficiently to hammer 
the opponents line in a manner that, had 
it started sooner, would certainly have 
registered a touchdown. 

Boston College High scored asa result 
of a short offside kick by Nordberg. 
The B. C. high forwards were through 
fast and forced Nordberg to _ kick 
quickly, so that the ball went offside 
on our own 25-yard line. After failing 
to make the necessary distance, on the 
the last down Captain Higgins of our 
opponents dropped back and kicked a 
well placed drop-kick between the up- 
rights for the only tally of the game. 

Several forward passes, thrown by 
Nordberg were completed by Captain 
McDermott. Brine, replacing Henry 
at halfback in the second half, played 
very well both in rushing the ball and 
in tackling. 

For Boston College High School, 
Higgins, Norton and Conlon played 
good football, while McDermott, Ma- 
honey and Nordberg and Sughrue fea- 
tured for the vanquished. 

The line up :— 

B. C. High 3 

Daly (Minahan, Smalle), le 
re, Hunt (Condon) 

rt, Sughrue (Norton) 


BLS. 0 


Burke, It 


Stationer 
SAMUEL MARCUS 
“Everything in Stationery” 
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Marr (Campbell), lg 
Woodley, c 
c, Finegan (Burke, Fitzpatrick) 
O’Donnell (McSweeney), rg 
lg, Sliney (Kolodny) 
Logue (Delahunt), rt It, Guild (Rigby) 
Norton (Welch), re le, Mahoney 
Murphy (Malley, Fahey), qb 
qb, McDermott 
Conlon (McGovern), lhb rhb, Crosby 
Higgins, rhb lhb, Henry (Brine) 
McMenimen (Flahive), fb 


rg, O'Leary 


fb, Nordberg 


Score: B. C. High, 3. Goal from 
Field: Higgins. Umpire: A. J. Rooney. 
Referee: J. W. Mooney. Linesman: 


Joe Norton. Time: 8 min. periods. 


TENNIS 


ol last year s team and a fine tennis play- 
er who has played but little of late, was 
unfortunate in losing a hard-fought 
match with one of the other boys-in a 
semi-final round. Lake, also of last 
year’s team, ranked high, but was finally 
defeated by Shapiro. The contestants 
have finally narrowed down to Nolan, 
who has displayed an excellent brand of 
tennis, and Shapiro. Weall wish these 
two luck in this final match which 
should be one that would prove interest- 
ing to watch. is ee 


Whitney's Drug Store 


Cor., Warren Ave. and Clarendon St. 


Drugs, Candy and Soda 
Best Quality Lowest Price 
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“Will the gentlemen please move up 
forward a little?’ called the polite con- 
ductor. 

“T won't,” growled a grouch who 
hung to a strap near the door. 

“Well,” said the conductor, 
was speaking to you?” 

: * * * * 


“who 


Visitor: 


‘Can you tell me why the 
State exhibits are all closed on Sun- 


days?” 
Gruff Guide: “Well, I should say so. 
Don’t you know that the State belongs 


to the Union?” 
* * * * 


He: ‘‘May I print a kiss upon your 
lips?” 

She: “Yes, provided you promise not 
to publish it.”’ 


* * * ** 


The chess club must have obtained 
its inspiration from the corridor floors. 


* * * * 


“Your nephew is a college graduate, 
isn’t he?” 

“Yes,’”’ replied the old farmer, ‘‘but 
in justice to the college, I’ll own up that 
he had no sense beforehand.” 


Jack: 
adays?”’ 

Jake: “Ina nut factory.” 

Jack: “What’s your occupation?” 


Jake: “Nuttin’.” 
* * * * 


“ 
Where do you work, now- 


A certain well-known Boston news- 
paper prints the obituary immediately 
following the humor column. Probably 
a case of cause and effect. 

* * * * 

John: “You don’t 
like you did last spring. 
regular dude then.” 

Bill: “Times are different; I’ve got a 
girl now.” 

John: “What has that got to do with 
tne 

Bill: “Why, I’m sub-dued now.” 

* 


* * * 


look anything 
You were a 


“When you refused him my hand, 
papa, did he get down on his knees?” 
“Well, I did’nt notice just where he 
litay 
* * * * 

“Do you like housework, Bridget?” 
said the mistress to her new and elderly 
assistant. 

“Oi’ll not lie to ye, mum,” answered 
Biddy. “Oido not; but av the two 


oi prefer housework to the workhouse.” 


| 


Many a man’s standing would be 
better if he did not spend so much 
time lying. 
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* * 
“T wonder why Peck changed his hair 
from gray to black?” 


“In obedience to his wife’s dyeing 
request, I believe.” 


* * * * 
He: “You know I’m crazy about 
you. Will you marry me?” 


She: ‘‘But, my dear boy, I refused 
you only a week ago.” 
He: ‘Oh, was that you?” 
* * * * 
Charles: ‘‘That’s a beautiful song. 
It simply carries me away.”’ 
“Sorry I didn’t sing it earlier in tne 
evening.” 
* * * * 


Someone explains that jazz is syncopa- 
tion and syncopation means something 
left out. We thought so—the music. 

* * * * 

Come on and root! fellows. At the 
games sit together and cheer in good 
old Latin School style. The cheering 
at the Mechanics game was very poor— 
the leaders were good but the cheering 
section was scattered all over the stands 


and no unity resulted. Let’s do better 
next time. 
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It Takes Grit. 
‘“Couldn’t you put up a bluff?” 
‘“‘No, I had neither the rocks nor the 
sand” 


* * * * 


One of the young men of the upper 
classes, who had prolonged his call on a 
young lady the other night, was surprised 
on leaving to hear a window in the upper 
story raised, and the voice of the mis- 
tress call out: ‘‘Leave an extra quart 
this morning, please.”’ 

* * * * 

We notice that, according to ad- 
vertisements, Fisher College instructs 
their students to make a mark in the 
world which is shaped like an ‘“‘X.” 
So that’s where Math teachers originate! 

* * * * 

Due to overcrowded conditions it has 
been necessary to transform the Physics 
lecture room into a class room. The 


library is soon to be transformed into a 
school room and with its addition there 
will be 35 class rooms. 
were 28. 
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10-14 SCHOOL STREET 
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HARDING UNIFORM CO. 
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U. HOLZER, Inc. 
25 BROMFIELD ST., BOSTON 
TEL. MAIN 5433 


BINDS AND REPAIRS ALL KINDS 
THE UNION oF nooks 


Inlaying, Maps Mounted, Paper Splitting, Photos 
BOSTON YOUNG MEN’S CHRISTIAN UNION Mounted Flat, Portfolios Etc. to Order 


FIREPROOF DEP’T, AT HYDE PARK 
48 Boylston Street, Boston 
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Rosenfield & Rapkin Co. 


15 School St. (Up one flight) Boston, Mass. 
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ARE YOU MUSICAL? 


MR. H. GERBER 


This EMBLEM furnished in any 


TURD) RUSSIAN VIOLINIST 
AND TEACHER 
Will give his impartial opinion after 
A FREE TRIAL 
Dorrety of Boston Modern and Practical Instruction 
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Back Bay 150 30 Huntington Ave. 
Afternoons Boston 
CLASS PINS FRATERNITY Beginners with Talent are Welcome. Special rates 
CLASS RINGS INSIGNIA for Latin School Boys 
MEDALS AND NOVELTIES 
LOVING CUPS & TROPHIES 


387 Washington Street. 
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Emblems and 


Mfrs. Athletic & Sporting Goods 
49 Franklin St. Boston 


Trophies a Specialt 
Near Washington St. EB P Jy 
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SMITH PATTERSON CO. 
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Discount prices to Boston Latin Students 52 Summer St. 
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Be independent of crowds, waiting and 


COMPLIMENTS 


expense. Get your share of sunshine, fresh Mo, | 
air and scenery. Athousand miles of travel. ‘Che st Bea 
A thousand thrills of pleasure. 
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The Popular EVANS 
Power Cycle 


General Motorcycle Sales |. & 
Company 
793 BOYLSTON ST. 532 Commonwealth Ave. 
BOSTON Terms if 
Tel. Back Bay 7151 = desired. 
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Commercial School 


And Modern Languages 
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